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^ "j “wr* vr*\, umtCilC^ 

As bombatt and as lyning to the timet 
But more deuout then this ourrefpe&e', 

Hauc we not been, and therefore met yourLoueS 
In their owne fafhyon like a merriment. 

Dam. Our letters mac!ame,lhie wed much more then left, 
Long. So citd our lookes. 

R °fi* W e did not cote them Co, 

King. Now at the latch minuie ofthehoure, 

Graunt vs your loucs. 9 

__ jQuee, A time me thinkes too lhort, 

T o make a vvorld-withouc-end bargains in : 

No no my Lord, your Grace is periurde much" 
lull ofdeare gurtunes,ancl therefore this, 

Jffor my Loue (as there is no fuch caufe) 

You will do ought, this fhall you do for met 
j. out om I will nottruft,but goe with Ipeede 
f o fome forlorne and naked Hermy tao-e 
Remote from all the pleafursofthe woddt 
There flay vntill thetwelue Ccleftiall Signet 

"p a , u . e « iC a ^ out annuall reckoning. 

It this Aufiei- e iiifnriakl.. l;f„^ ° 

Ch ange not you r offer made in heareofblooX ‘ 

3f frolies andfafics,hard lodging,and thin weedes, 

Nip not the gaudie bloffomes of your Loue 

But that it bearc this tryalljandlaftLcue, 

Then at the expiration of theyeere. 

Com. challenge me, challenge me by thefe defertes: 

An d by this Virgin p aline nowkisfing thine, 

J wilbe thine : and till that inftancefiiutt 
My vvofuil felfe vp in ajmourning houfc, 

Rayning the tC3res of lamentation* 

I>r thcrcmembraiince of my Bathers death.. 

If this thou do deny, let our handespnrt, 

Neither intilcd in the others hart. 

'King. It this, or more then this, I would denie. 

To flatter vp thefe powers of mine with red:, 

•* befod-iine hand oi deatli clofe vp mine eye. 

Hence ha-rice then my hart, is in thy breft. 
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called Lottes Labor s loft. 

JBero\v m And what to me my Loue? and what tomef 
RofiU Y ou muft be purged colour fumes arc rack:. 
You are attaint with faultcs and periurie; 

Therefore if you my fauour meane to ger, 

A tweluemonth fhall you fpendc and neuer reft. 

But feeke the weery beddes of people ficke. 

Duma. But what to me my Louefbut* what tome? 
Kath . A wife? a beard, f&irc health^andhoncftie. 
With three folde lone I wiih you all thefe three* 

T)uma, O fhall 1 fay, I thank* you gentle Wife? 
Kath i Not fo my Lord, a tweluemonth and a day, 
Ilemarke no wordcs that lmothfaft wooers fay. 

Come when the King doth to my Lady come; 

Then if I haue much loue, lie giueyou lbme* 

T)uma. Ilefcrue thee true andfhythfully till then. 
Kath. Yet fweare not, lead ye be forfwornc agera 
LongamlL What faies <tsMaria? 

Mari* At the tweluemonths endc* 

He change my blacke Gowne for a faithfull frend. 

Long. He ftay with patience, butthe time is long* 
Mari. The liker you, few taller are fo young* 

'Berow. Scuddiesmy Ladief Miftres looke on me, 
Beholdethe window of my hart, mine eye; 

What humble fuiteattendes thy anfwere there, 

Impofc fomc fcruice on me for thy Loue. 

Roft f Oft hatie I heard of you my Lord Berowne 0 
Before I favy you ; and the worldes large tongue 
Proclaymes you for a man repleat with mockes, 
Fullofcoinparifons and wounding floutes: 

Which you on all eftetes will execute. 

That lie within the mercie of your wi; 

To wcede this worm e wood from your fru&fullbraine 9 
And therewithal! to winne me^yfyoupleafe. 

Without the which I am not to be won; 

You fhall this tweluemonth terme from day to day. 
Wire the fpcachleffe ficke,and ftill conuerfe. 

With groning wretches : and your tafke fhall be 
[With all the fierce endeuour of your wit 
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